
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




Bertha and Tillie Sisters Forever

Fran Lewis

Smashwords ebook published by Fideli
Publishing Inc.


Copyright 2013, Fran Lewis

No part of this eBook may be reproduced or
shared by any electronic or mechanical means, including but not
limited to printing, file sharing, and email, without prior written
permission from Fideli Publishing.

Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it,
or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return
to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.

ISBN: 978-1-60414-648-6


CONTENTS

 Dedication

Summary of Bertha and Tillie Sisters
Forever

Chapter One: Where is Ms. Green?

Chapter Two: Bertha’s New Detective
Squad

Chapter Three: Hate Crimes and More

Chapter Four: It Is Not Over Yet!

Chapter Five: New Friends and New
Beginnings

Chapter Six More of the Same

Chapter Seven: Coming Together

Chapter Eight: Bertha Saves the Day

Chapter Nine: Bertha Has Her First Crush

Chapter Ten: Bertha’s Birthday Surprise

Chapter Eleven: Bertha Goes Ice Skating

Chapter Twelve: Bertha Goes Bowling

Chapter Thirteen: Tillie Goes to Modeling School and
Meets Nora Jean

Chapter Fourteen: Two Cheeks Are Better Than
One


Dedication

 This book is
dedicated to anyone who has ever been a victim of any kind of
discrimination: hate, race, religion, or even weight
discrimination. I wrote this book to tell everyone out there that
any kind of discrimination is wrong and you do not have to take it.
You need to be proud of who you are and where you come from.
Embracing our differences and learning from each other is what
makes America so unique and special. People come here from all over
the world as tourists and theatergoers, to live here and make a
better life, and to get an education. Lady Liberty is our symbol of
freedom… freedom that should be afforded to anyone that wants to
embrace and love our country.

Many people have taught me these values,
starting with my parents and grandparents. My teachers and the
friends I made growing up in the Bronx came from many different
places and were of various nationalities and races. Everyone got
along and everyone looked for the good in everyone else. I dedicate
this to you.

To the memory of my Grandma Bertha, my Aunt
Judy, and Uncle George and Uncle Harold, who passed away this month
from Alzheimer’s disease. I truly miss the Sundays my sister and I
spent hanging out at your houses in Coney Island and Laurelton.

Finally, I want to dedicate this book to the
memory of all those who were killed on 9/11 as a result of the
nearsightedness of people who do not understand the true meanings
of understanding, tolerance and freedom. To the memory of my
student Janine Gonzales, whose life was taken in the first tower.
You were a bright light and a wonderful role model every day you
entered my classroom for the two lucky years I was blessed to teach
you. You were truly someone who made everyone proud, including
yourself.

This book means a lot to me because the
stories are based on real life events. My sister Marcia Joyce was a
bright light that shined every day of her life. When she entered a
room everyone would smile just knowing she was there. She was the
most positive person in the world. These stories are my memories of
the fun times we had growing up in the South Bronx and it is my
special way of keeping her memory alive and in the hearts and minds
of my family and all of her friends.

A special thank you to Maxine Bringenberg for
her outstanding editing of this book and Bertha and Tillie Forever.
Maxine is really quite talented, keeps me on task and focused. She
is even gentle and kind when making her comments and
corrections.

The proceeds from this book will help fund
research in TBI and finding a cure for Alzheimer’s. This book is
also in memory of my sister Marcia Joyce Swerdloff Wallach and my
mom, Ruth Swerdloff.

Fran


Summary of Bertha and Tillie Sister’s
Forever

 By Fran
Lewis

Bertha, a thirteen-year-old teenage girl
living in the South Bronx, is having trouble dealing with everyday
issues that children face in school and just growing up. She is
uncoordinated, not very pretty, and has trouble doing any physical
activities. Bertha has a sister named Tillie who is very pretty,
very agile, and has no problem making friends or doing all of the
things that Bertha cannot do. They are total opposites. Tillie and
many of Bertha’s cousins enjoy laughing at her when she tries to
ice skate, take dancing lessons, or even bowl. Bertha attempts to
do all of these things, but can not. However, she is smart, sassy,
and has a great sense of humor, which helps her to deal with these
experiences and others.

Growing up can be difficult when you are
overweight or not really good at sports or dancing. I hope you will
learn from reading my book that you can be anything that you want
to be, and no one can stop you from reaching your goals and dreams.
Not everyone is born athletic, beautiful, thin or a genius.
However, everyone is smart or excellent at something, whether it is
drawing, jumping rope, or even running track. Who you are as a
person is what makes you special. I hope that you enjoy reading
about Bertha and Tillie and learn that there is a little bit of
Bertha in everyone.

My first two books send a positive message to
children. They both deal with real life issues that children face
today. Being overweight, bullied in school, and not very pretty
made life hard for me. I know that it makes it even more difficult
for children growing up today.

In Bertha Fights Back, which has been
reedited and represented in Chapters 1-7, Bertha learns that
following the path of others and not being true to who you are can
be costly in many different ways.

The inspiration for this book came from very
special sources; my years of teaching experience in the New York
Public Schools, and observing parents with their children walking
to and from school. I know that children write on the walls of
schools, buildings, staircases, and storefronts. Children really
like to write things about their friends in the bathrooms of their
school.

This is my first chapter book and it
introduces many new characters that will either help Bertha or
hinder her. She undergoes many new challenges when dealing with
issues that children face in school today. Many of her choices are
right, but some are not well thought out and will cost her the
trust of her family, friends, and teachers. Will she learn from her
mistakes and take the right paths? Will she continue down the wrong
ones just to fit in and be popular? You will have to read this book
and help Bertha to decide what she should do.


CHAPTER ONE

 Bertha Fights Back

Where Is Ms. Green?

By Fran Lewis and Dani Nicole Miller

Everyone in the world has one person that
they want to be around as much as they want to get the flu or a bad
cold. There are certain people who will always go out of their way
to be mean, annoying, and very disagreeable no matter how hard you
try to be nice to them or try to prevent that person from getting
in your face. For me, that person was my conceited, rude,
self-centered, and two-faced cousin Penelope Mia. I hated that
witch! If she had moved to Alaska or Japan, it would still have
been on this planet and not far enough away from me.

Penelope Mia was always trying to make me
look bad. I was very sick of it and of her! She thought that she
was the most beautiful creature on this planet. Creature…maybe.
Beautiful…well, maybe on the outside and very superficially.
Otherwise, she was ugly on the inside. I bet her heart was made of
black ice and her intestines of solid granite or some other stone.
Therefore, what if she was tall and thin and weighed less than a
toothpick? What if she could pig out and eat anything she wanted
and never gain weight? I could not stand her!

On my way to school one day, I saw her coming
with her very own group of self-absorbed and self-impressed stuck
up girls.

“Hi, Bertha. Wait up, don’t walk so fast. Oh
yeah, you can’t. Wait up, I have to tell you something.”

I walked as fast as my legs would go. I had
no use for her or anything that she might have had to tell me. She
was always making fun of me and told everyone that I was her
cousin, “the beached whale from the Bronx.” She lived in
Bronxville, and she thought because I came from the Bronx that I
was poor and not hip, or even up to date with the latest trends in
music or fashion. I did own a television. I did watch “What Not to
Wear” and “Project Runway.” I even owned an iPod with the top one
hundred hits on it. I did not care what she or anyone else thought
of what I looked like or wore. I was who I was and that was
all!

I was doing my best to ignore the laughter
and the snorts coming from her and her new so-called friends. A
change was definitely in order. I’d had it with being Miss Goody
Two Shoes. I was tired of being that sweet, lovely, oversized and
overstuffed child with the nice personality; of everyone treating
me as if I was different because of the way I dressed; and of
people calling me names behind my back. It was my turn to talk
about them. The tables were about to turn in my favor. So watch
out…the new and improved Bertha was coming!

She was still heading my way, the one and
only Miss Perfect—or so she thought—Penelope Mia.

I decided for my first change to disown her
as part of my family. Being stuck with such a conceited and
self-centered excuse for a relative was just an accident of birth
for my poor Aunt Elisa.

Penelope Mia was walking to school with Casey
and Dani, who were supposed to be my friends. All three of them
were pretending that I did not exist. They thought I cared…I did
not!

The three clones, as I now started calling
them, were wearing their favorite skirts over black tights, and
great hot pink shirts with sparkles and sequins down the front. I
was wearing my black pants, which was my trademark, my white
pullover shirt, and my famous ugly saddle shoes for kids with very
flat feet.

They were walking to school together and
looked like they were up to something, and I was definitely going
to find out what. Following them from a distance, I saw them turn
around to make sure that I could not overhear what they were
saying. Penelope and Dani were in a different homeroom class than I
was. My first class was science. I would find out just what they
were up to and why they kept turning around and laughing when they
looked at me.

Walking into my homeroom class, I realized
that something was definitely going on, and I was beginning to
think that I might not want to know what it was. One of the boys,
Dan, looked at me and then at his cell phone, then burst out
laughing and almost fell off of his chair. Since the teacher was
not there, which seemed odd, no one stopped what was going to
happen next.

On the door of the classroom, I noticed a
note written by our teacher, Ms. Green, that she was detained and
we were to wait quietly until she arrived. However, everyone was
staring at me as I walked to my seat in the back of the room. They
were covering their mouths to stifle their laughs and others were
laughing so hard they started to cry. As I was just about to sit
down, I turned around and saw that all of the kids in the class
were using the Internet on their phones. Some were sharing the
information they found with other kids. Some were on Facebook, My
Space or YouTube. Others were looking at pictures sent from one
phone to the next. Everyone was staring at me. One girl was sharing
a video someone had sent to her phone from Facebook.

Since the teacher looked like a no show and
no one was there to take control of the situation, some of the kids
went over to see what Dan had on his phone. I saw too. I could not
believe my eyes. What was staring back on almost every phone was
me! Someone had sent pictures of me in the girl’s bathroom while I
was changing into my gym uniform. There were pictures of me
throwing spitballs and wads of toilet paper all over the walls and
floor of the girl’s bathroom. On the door of the bathroom someone
had written, “BERTHA RULES!” Rules what? I didn’t know. Maybe the
toilet paper or the bathroom but nothing else…or maybe the paper
towel rolls too!

Sitting in science class, I began to think of
how the pictures got on Facebook and the other sites, and where
this might have started. Then, I remembered, it might have started
the week before.

***

The day began as any old weekday. I got up
and got ready for another meaningful day of middle school. But it
was not going to be any boring day. Since, I was now the star of
the show and becoming as famous as a magazine centerfold, at least
at my school, I should explain how and why.

I left for school, but not before eating a
double order of chocolate chip pancakes and French toast smothered
in maple syrup and sugar. Walking to school with me was my sister
Tillie and my cousin Annie Sue. They were trailing behind me, as
they should. My friends JD and AJ came up behind me and grabbed my
arm. I must have been daydreaming or distracted, or thinking about
why I did not have another helping of pancakes, to let them sneak
up behind me without elbowing both of them in the stomach. — just
for fun, of course. AJ was my best friend in the whole world. We
hung out together and listened to the same music on our iPods while
walking to school and ignoring Tillie and Annie Sue.

I dropped off the two little ones, as I
called them, at their elementary school and proceeded to go to my
school. When we got there, AJ went to his homeroom and I went to
mine.

That was when all the fun began. I walked
into my room and sat in my usual seat. The science teacher was
missing on that day, too. The note on the board said she was
detained, and that everyone in the class should start their morning
assignment in their textbooks. She had assigned all of the review
questions at the end of the chapter on pages forty-five and
forty-six, and left the homework for that night too. That was a
little strange…if she was going to come to class, why leave the
homework on the board? She usually assigned the homework at the end
of the class when she saw what she had covered.

Being honor students and the honors class in
science, no one thought to monitor what we were doing or might do.
The teacher across the hall knew the science teacher was late, but
did not seem to be paying any attention to our class. Big mistake:
after all, we were just kids and were prone to do the right thing
most of the time…except when we were not!

Waiting patiently for Ms. Green to arrive, we
realized after twenty minutes that she might not be coming any time
soon. One of the boys in my class, Melvin, started to throw
spitballs at the girls sitting in front of him. He made the
spitballs out of small bits of white paper and his saliva, and
aimed them at the heads of the girls in front of him, yelling,
“Bombs away!”

Sam, who sat next to him, decided to join in
the fun. Using straws he had taken from the lunchroom the day
before, he proceeded to load tiny spitballs into the straws, and
then all you-know-what broke loose. Anyone who was in the path of
the spitballs thought that it was hailing in the room. No one was
safe, even hiding under his or her desk.

At first, I thought it was plaster or water
coming down from the ceiling. Then, I realized it was Melvin and
Sam who had started the fun, and as usual would do anything to
attract attention by doing the wrong thing. Next, in order to
retaliate, Joan D and Dayna G decided to throw some spitballs at
the boys. The girls bombarded the boys until they could not stand
it anymore. Some of the girls had bubble gum in their bags and
started chewing like cows. Another one of the rocket scientists
decided to hurl a football in my direction. Big mistake! Now they
had taken it too far!

“Wrong move,” I said. I was just sitting
there and doing my work and minding my own business, and those
infants decided to send the football my way. Forget behaving and
doing the right thing — this was now a no-holes-barred situation,
and they were going down! I knew hitting and fighting in school was
wrong, but defending myself and learning to fight back was what I
was going to do. After all, was I not the queen of punch ball and
kick ball?

As Melvin and Sam hurled the ball in my
direction, I intercepted it and let it rip in their direction. They
must have seen it coming because they ducked under their desks
before I could knock them out with the football. Instead of hitting
them, the ball went right through the window of the classroom and
into the yard, disrupting the volleyball team’s practice, knocking
out the coach, landing on a car, and breaking two windows.

Everyone just stared at me. No one could
believe what had happened. The coach was knocked out and there were
screams coming from the yard. Everyone in my class pointed fingers
at me.

Terrified, I ran out of the classroom and hid
in one of the stalls in the bathroom so I could think about what I
would do next. I knew that I had thrown the ball at my assailant. I
knew that it had gone straight out the window. However, for one
second after I threw it, I had turned my head to see who was behind
me before hearing the glass break and the yells in the yard. There
was more to this, and I was going to find the underlying cause of
it before taking the rap for knocking out the coach.

As I was hiding in the bathroom, the rest of
the class continued to send text messages and pictures to their
friends about what I had done. One even sent a picture to someone
in the library, who managed to download it on the school’s
website.

I was terrified and decided I had to know
what was going on, so I texted my friend AJ. I told him what had
happened and asked him to call me on my cell. His message read,
“You and everyone else in your class will be sorry…you just wait
and see!” My message back was just “Y.”

Wanting to understand the meaning of his
message, I sent him five more, but did not get a response to any of
them. Just when I thought I would try to leave the bathroom and
find a better place to hide, or even call my friends Jamie M or
Marcia J for help, five girls from my class and five from another
class came barreling into the girl’s bathroom with balloons in
their hands. They proceeded to fill them with water, then they
realized that I was there. They stared at me, daring me to do
anything. I glared right back, not caring what they were doing or
planning to do.

They started popping the balloons they had
filled with water and sprayed the bathroom floor and the stalls.
Then they used the mouths of the balloons and sprayed each other
until they and the floor were drenched. Laughing hysterically, they
started to slip and slide. Next, they took the wet paper and threw
it up so it would stick to the ceiling and the walls of the
bathroom. Water was dripping down from the ceiling. Deciding to be
more creative, they took wads of tissue and paper towels from the
dispensers, created toilet paper and paper towel murals on the
walls of the bathroom, and then drew little figures around them
with Magic Markers. Some of the girls started to color the figures
they had drawn.

Because they were so engrossed in what they
were doing, they never noticed the five boys from our class and
five from the class next door come into the girl’s bathroom, on a
dare, to have some fun at the expense of the girls. Some of the
girls were using the bathroom, and the boys who had cell phones
thought it would be great to get pictures of them on the bowl. When
the boys walked in they bent down, looked under the stalls, and
took pictures of the girls.

As they were about to open the doors of the
bathroom to leave, in burst two female guards and one male. No one
moved! The guards were not laughing, and proceeded to take all of
the kids in the bathroom into their custody. Unfortunately for me,
because I was standing there I was considered guilty too.

I was hauled out with the rest of them and
dragged into the principal’s office. No one noticed that I was
completely dry, except for my shoes because of the wet floor.

We waited at least thirty minutes before
Principal Greenspan arrived. He ignored the rest of the kids and
addressed his comments to me and me alone. “Bertha, what has become
of you? You of all people know how horrible and wrong it is to
vandalize the school.”
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